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Novelist of North
nr. 'j t : . t»,.«~.^
writes juyric rruse

AXII OTHER STORIES. By
Jen* Peter Jacobaen New York:
Nicholas I.. Brown.

NIELS l,YHXK. By Jena Peter Jacobsen.Doubleday. Page & Co.

K| OT many writers of stories win

nviil/*. f.rn/\tinri «n*t retain
\J

thoir integrity as artists. Not

many van be charmingly discursive
and leisurely in narration, yet swiftly
war the reader beyond the friendly
^eakwater of "finis." Jeps Peter
Jaeobson does not speak but sings
his tales. He is a "lyricker," as

Germans have it. In an earlier
day he would have strummed and sung
his Inventions for the delight of gilded
royal and smoky barcmial courts.
Trammelled by the yoke of this stiff
age of formal theatres and even more

formal books, the song of Jacobsen
nevertheless sounds clear and silvery.
He transports us to a balcony. His
words come to us as If from dew
soaked fields. In the realm of prose

^ be Rtnnrte en tHe Anvototl mirl/lla ata.

tion between prose and poetry, withoutthe saccharine of prose-poetry.
After more than a year of waiting

the publishers have granted the Americanpublic the thrill of two additional
volumes of Jacobsen,, the first having
been "Marie Grubbe." "Mogens," the
title story of the second volume, is the
narrative with which Jacobsen made
his debut before the Danish public,
and which won the hearty approbation

# of Georg Brandes, the noted critic.
Besides "Mogens" there are three
other stories, two of which are lyrical
tidbits, and a third, a long story which
must stand forever as one of the
greatest portraits of motherhood, the
story^entitlold "Mrs. Fonss."
As in "Marie Grubbe," the charactersof Jacobsen's little dramas are

like figuren on a faded tapestry, figureswhose dim contours blend with
the- shrubbery and the landscape. The
individuals of the stories emerge from
the nuture descriptions slowly and distinctly,as a sparrow on a tree becomesslowly visible to the fixed regard.
The story of "Mrs. Fonss" presents

a problem, but it is not by any means
a problem story. Mrs. Fonss, who had
been everything that a mother can be
to her two children, meets at the uge
of 40 the man she loved as a girl and
finds that their mutual love has survivedthe years.

Notwithstanding Mrs. Fonss's lifelongdevotion to their interests, the
egotism of her children.both mature
.overflows when they are apprised of
her Intention to marry again.

"Horrible . unnaturalV' exclaims
Tagc, her son. "It Is enough to drive
one insane merely to think of It. Have
you any idea of the things you make
me think of? My mother loved by a

strange man; my mother desired, held
In the arms of another and holding
him in hers! Nice thoughts for a son;
worse than the worst Insult. But it
la impossible; mu.it be impossible;
mu.it be! Are the prayers of a son to
be as powerless as that? Elinor, don't
sit there and cry; come and help me
beg mother to l^ave pity on us!"
The other and broader viewpoint,1

that of Mrs. Fonss, is expressed in
the night when she ponders the situation."How quick they were to desert
her as soon as they saw not every
motion of her heart was theirs," she
thinks. "But she was not only Tage's
and Elinor's mother alone, she was
also a human being on her own account,with a life of her own and
hopes of her own.

Just as "Mrs. Fonss" Is one of the
*most perfect Interpretations of mother^hood ever penned, so "Niels Lyhne"
stands out as one of the most understandingand penetrating portraits of
youth. So much has been written on

this subject. Conrad's symbol tojj^aie
and J amok Joyce's harsh staccatc^Prrativehave been but high flung pennantsin a veritable procession of
.stories and novels of youth. No one,
however, has remembered the spiritual
experiences of early manhood as well
as the Danish novelist/
The story is a simple narrative and

ot little moment in itself, an unornamentedaccount of Uvea and living.
Men dream and aspire, toil, struggle,
meet with diffcouragemont, disillusion,
succeed or fail, grow old or fall nick
and die. For Niels it is a story of all
then®, an account of hla development.
Niels's lifc,k the life of a poet, was accompanied'throughout by dreams.
Hanna Astrup tinmen, the competent
translator, calls nttetrtion to the fact
that there is hardly a page In the tiook
which does not contain the word dream
or some reference to it.
Roaming about with the parson's son

during his childhood, weaving almost
without pause for the sake of this attentivelistener tales of his own

Imagining or Inventing for their commonentertainment games and performanceswhich were echoes from
history, Niels's early life was a delightfulfairy tale existence. He was helped
by his mother, who guarded in secret
bitterness dreams unrealized. His later
life was a slow progress, but progress
withal. He was left alone by the death
of his parents. He outgrew his friends,
and the object of .his first passionate
love, pure and unreal, a love that
never caught Tenia, his beloved, In Its
strong arms because it had wings.it
only had wings.deserted him for formalmarriage during his attendance
at his mother s bedside. Neils recovers

to Jove again and yet again, and at
length to marry.
Save for the love episodes, the story

of Niels T,yhne Is the story of Jens
IVter Jaeobsen character of

7

REVIEW!
Veils, It has been affirmed by mair

who knew Jaeobsen during his lifetime,in an accurate take-off. i he

struggles, dreams and utterances of

Niels take on new meaning in view
of these facts. Very noticeable become
the philosophical "asides," the pages of
Interpretation and comment on life, the
passionate speeches, for, whereas every
novel as an expression of an author
has the power to betray him, a frankly
autobiographical novel cannot betray.
it is a confession.
Other stories of Jaeobsen move more

Jens Peter Jacobsen
rapidly than ""Niels Lyhne." The authorwas older when he wrote this
book.his last novel and one which
took four years in the making.and
his message, grown stronger and
weightier, has slowed the current of
the narrative. The author's imagery
never was so bewildering, his knowledgeof life never so impressive.
"Niels Lyhne" is the kind of book we

leave lying on the table to read again.
Quoting from such a book, is difficult.

Th» fnllnwtnir Is chosen for the vonth
and the truth of it:
"He was weary of himself, of cold

ideas and brain dream*. Life a'poem?
Not when you went about forever
poetizing about your own life instead
of living It. How innocuous it all was,
and empty, empty, empty! This chasingafter yourself, craftily observing
your own tracks.in a circle, of course.
This sham diving into the stream of
life while all the time you sat angling
after yourself, Ashing youraelf up in
one disguise or another! If he could
only be overwhelmed by something.
life, love, passion, so that he could no
longer shape it into poems, but had to
let it shape him!
"Involuntarily he made a gesture as

if to ward it off with his hand. After
all, he was afraid of this mighty thing
called passion. This storm-wind sweepingaway everything settled and authorizedand acquired in humanity as
if it were dead leaves. He did not like
it! This roaring flame squandering
itself in its own smoke.no, he wanted
to burn slowly.
"And yet this living on at half speed

in quiet waters always in sight of
land seemed so paltry. Would that
the storm and waves would come! If
he. only knew how, his sails should fly
to the yards for a merry run over the
Spanish Main of life! Fferewell to the
slow dripping days, farewell to the
pleasant little hours. . .

GEORGE KENT.

A Dog Is the Soul
Of Responsibility

NANCY. By Douis Dodge. Charles
Scrihfier's Sons.

t(£~> HE knew me perfectly. That
was why I felt, when I took
h&r up dead, that It was not

she who was dead, hut I."
"Who was therj1 to know me now?

And what is death but to be unknown?"
So speaks Nancy's master. Despite

the fact that tMero remain two dogs
at the house, one of them Nancy's pup,
he feels that great aching void one
experiences at the loss of the dumb
animal who is sometimes closer than
any human being.the dog.
Then he tells us of little things

which stand out so clearly now that
she Is gone."I wish you might have

''
f-een her nose twitch! I have never
noped to achieve a successful sneer
elnce first beholding Nancy at the
Tence . . . when the Tate childrenwent stringing across the commons,In white cotton hose and absurdlittle hats." She seemed to say
to him, "X sneer Is Just as much in
place at times as a smile or a frown."
"She was my Ruardlan against these

perils, fuming because she received so
little cooperation from me. She was
always ^n guard. If she could look
out frotn table or chair or stairway
she did so. If she could not look out
ihe would lie and listen. Because of
her sense of responsibility she led a
lonely life. She was extraordinarily
devoted to me, hut in a kind of maternalway. a way which had nothing
to do with respect."
Her master said that were one to

believe in 'he transmigration of souls
Nancy might be the reembodlment of
some splendid and regal personage of
long ago: a militant priestess or princess,or perhaps a powerful sorceress.
She even might have been one of the
Ctesars!
Nancy was a wonderful pal dog, with

the ordinary mischievous ptippyhood
and devoted years following until November7, 1!>20. "It appeared that luringher last walk with the caretaker
she paased an open lawn where poison
had been placed for gophers. She got
some of this and returned home, where
she died within half an hour."
Nancy I Dear little Nancy 1 Rvery

man, woman and child who has a

kindly heart which warms at the sight11 of a dog will love her.

* i
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Fighting Ended
THE GIFT OF PAUL CLERMONT. By
Warrington Dawson. Doubleday, Page
& Co.
T WOULD rather he killed than

| kill." said Paul Clermont one

day during his boyhood. Paul
was a Frenchman. Later ho killed
many score.of Germans. He killed
them in frenzy trying to doadcn the
conflict between his Christian, pacifist
philosophy and the love of country
which forced him to wield a gun. It
was a conflict that raged In the breast
of every sensitive soldier and which
now stands back of the universal horrorof war. War cannot be made
compatible with Christianity.
Warrington Dawson's novel of the

war is engrossing. Even trenches and
Hight raids across No Man's Land, of
which there has been so much written,have, when done with a dextrous
hand- power to entrance. ^

Paul Is a queer, gifted lad who first
becomes the friend of and later is
adopted by an aged American wrjterwho lives in the same town. Paul's
rn-i ij m uiiiICUU. 11 IB IU1U Ullttlllllngl.v.There are mighty few writers
who cannot do good work in the part
of the narrative which deals with
childhood. So easy to write and so

extraordinarily effective are whimsical
passages like the following: "When his
mother tmored he would play at lions
roaring miles away as they galloped
toward him. In a burst of enthusiasmhe confided this to her and got a
smart rap on the head. It was his
earliest lesson in discretion."
Early in life Paul decides that he

will not he a clerk like his father, but
he will create.he will go into some
business where he can "make things."
He becomes a mechanic, first in a

bicycle shop, later in the shop of a
locksmith. Wrongly accused of theft,
he is sent to prison. He knows the
thief, but he says, "IVs better to go to
prison than send a comrade there."
There is very little plot, the novel

After Prison tl
THE PEOPLE AGAINST NANCt
PRESTON. By John Moroso. Henry
Holt & Co. .

OI£ its kind this hook is an

achievement. It is the story of
the struggle that a man and a

woman had to stay honest after they
were once known to the police, and It
is handled with a delicacy and precisionthat does credit to its author.
Unlike other books of its type, there
Is no hint of propaganda about it nor

any sentimentalizing about prison reform.It is a direct and honest appealfor a little more Christian charity
in our dealings with those whose mistakeshappen to have been brought
into a law court.
Nancy was a girl whose unfortunate

.........in iii.iue me sireci an
easy place to look for a living. She
was known to the police a3 a member
of a well defined profession, and when
she gave It up to become Bill Preston's
wife they still had it against her. Bill
had been a burglar, but ufter he married.Nancy he was as determined as
she was to go straight. For seven
years they lived In a poor little home
In the Bronx, fighting hard against
poverty and for the sake of their son
determined to be "respectable." Nancy
wanted that more than anything else,
wanted It desperately, and thousands
of people who take respectability as
a matter of course may oven wonder
that It meant so much to her. When
we And her, Bill has been killed in a
mysterious encounter with a "cop" and
events come thick and fast that
destroy her patiently built foundation
and connect her again with crime.
and this time, murder.

.

Despite the pathoH and the appealingqualities In Nancy's character,
Michael Morgan Is really the central
figure in the book. He has been a
mystery to the police. They know
that his name Is an alias, and his
manner and Intelligence make them
sure that he originully held a rather
exalted position In society. He had
served a term in Sing Sing for burg-
lary, ann inter, .innoiiRn innocent, a
second term. Through the horror and
misery of those yearn, despite his
background of culture.or perhaps,
because of It.ho kept his clear, reasoningoutlook on life, his kindly attitudetoward his fellowmen and his
strong Honse of Justice. Nor were
those yenrs altogether wasted; he
worked In the prldhn hospital and increasedhis knowledge of medicine and
In his spare time wrote a book on the
faulth, not of the law but of its administration.He loved Nancy for her
brave fight and yet Fate had decreed
that he should bring further unhapplnessypon hsr. He Is so human in
his mistakes and yet so fine In his
principles that he can take his stand
with any of the heroes of modern
fiction.
The author has written another

book on s similar subject, called "The
City of Silent Men." He Is vitally
interested in the treatment of crlm-
Inals. But ne noes not permit his
theitie to run away with him. He does
not pnint all officers of the law. dead
black nor all crlmtnala as potential
aainta. Hla portrait of the kindly
judge ia not only a good piece of
characterization but a welcome relief
to the cruel mechanica of the law,
and ha ia generous even to the point
of permitting a private detective to
do a g»#>d deed contrary to his own

interesta. The style Is tense and clear,
crowded with action nnd not without
humor. There Is an uncanny reality
about It all, even the happy ending.
There la no doubt about It that the

attitude of the People.of you nnd me,
of all those who contribute to that
elusive thing galled I'ublic Opinion.
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: His DreamLife
being confined to a tracing of Paul
Clermont's development. Paul is und^rage when the war comes and has
an opportunity to watch its progress.
At lenirth he. is drawn into it. The
remainder of the story is concerned
with Paul's struggles to be faithful
both to F*rance and to ills ideals. When
he is wounded he hears a voice within
him repeating: 1

" 'Paul, you have done your share.
You are freed from obligations. Let
others do their share. Return to lead
your life as it was meant to be, return
to prepare for youf work.' Now I

Warrington Dawson
knew I hadn't done 'enough. And I
knew.I know I'm not worthy any
more of the work I used to aspire to
once. 80 I answered myself. 'This is
not the voije.'"
The quotation speaks for Itself. Paul

felt he did right to soil himself and his
ideals for France, but by the sacrifice
he had lost the power and the right to
strive for the things in dreams.

tie Upliill Road
has made It harder for released prisonersto begin life over again. A
ltttle broader sympathy would not
only help them in a hard fight but
would save some valuable members of
society. But the moral of this tale is
not obtrusive. One reads it simply as

a good story.

'Satan' Didn't Want
To Hoe That Corn
Mrlei w»_>riivr> vjr rw\ i >vi>. ay xvk.iiardAumerle Maher. The Macmlllan
Company.
THIS summer we spent a month

on a farm in a small town In

Massachusetts. The most excitingthing which happened was the
arrest of a youth for "drunkenness."
It caught the populace just coming out

of the movies, and they followed him
to the town hall. There he put up
ten dollars bail and we heard nothing
of him until Monday, when the paper
of a neighboring town was published.
Then we learned he had returned to
his native State of New Hampshire
and forfeited his ten dollars.
This story appealed to us. Wo Just

knew how ",-'atan" felt when he looked
nut at that field of corn and just did
not want to hoe it. There was nothing
devilish but his name about Satan;
but he had lived all his life in this little
village in northern New York, and even
a summer visitor to one can thoroughly
appreciate his craving for a littleexcitement.anythinghut hoeing that
cornfield.

<>f course, the city folks know a lot
about the "gossip" living across the
hall, or across the street, but they cannotknow what the small town liar
will do with a lot of women and men
who are not accustomed to a little
airing of wit and to the working of
suggestion.
This hook tells us, though. The authorknows his small town people and

pictures them in the pages of the
hook. They are not exactly like .the
people of "Main Street," but they have
their own limitations. Nevertheless,
they are human enough to like that
clever liar.
The banker and the sweetest girl In

town? Oh, yea, there is a love story
very strongly woven Into the plot.In
fact, we guess the love story la the
main plot and the cause for all tho
excitement to which the town is
treated.that and Satan's desire not to
hoe that field of "Corn,
We agree with .Mm Smith, the stutteringtown liar: "It.It.It.It.It's

a ku.ku.ku-s-cuckool"

And She Did!
OET YOUR MAN. By Kthel and James

Dorranee. The Maeauley Company.
IN spite of her^name, Yukona Bruce

was not a breakfast food. Insteadshe was a "regular girl,"
although most, of her young life had
been spent at a lonely outpost in tho
Yukon. She realized that she was in
love* with a member of the Royal
Northwest Mounted Police. She was

handicapped by the fact that he had
generally avoided her sex. She would
have had an easier time In winning
Marrils Huxelby Moors 'but for tho
fact that he had an object of hla own

In Joining this celebrated force.that
or trnrKiUfr aown tnc mmi wno naa

caused his father's death. When ho
fulfilled this mission, with Yukona's
help. It was her turn, and she obeyed
the stern command of the service, "Get
your man!" ,

CTOBER 23, 1921.
»

FICTION j
Honeymoon Over,
Enter the Lover

txvvisible TIDES By Beatrice KeanSeymour. Thomas Seltzer.
THERE are only seven possible

plots, so we are told. From
Homer to Edith Wharton nil

the emotions, the diversified shades of
character, the tangled tragedies and
Joys of the strangely groping, strangely
winged human animal, yield only
seven plots. And yet we have new

stories! Given an unforeseeable combinationof circumstances, or a new
way of viewing things, and each of the
hoary skeletons is galvanized into life.
Fortunately for the novelists of today,they have ready to hai^d an incalculableelement which serves them

«.nllV- ~ -i.-11-I
wcu, uur ui inc iiiuai sirmui^
new ways of viewing life is embodied
In the so-called new woman, and it is
only necessary to cast her in a stellar
role In order to make the oldest of
plots blossom with new surprises. In
this first book of Mrs. Seymour's,
which Has been acclaimed by enthusiasticEnglish papers as the .best
novel of the year, we have, for instance,the triangle, but the triangle
with a difference.It has no villain.

In Sussex, Hilary Sargent, a lonely.
Imaginative little boy whose father
neglected him, grew into manhood, not
without much dreaming of "that tall,
slim woman with dark hair curled
about her forehead and a voice that
seemed to lift the hoart right out of a
small boy's body," of "the soft tones
of that voice, or some pathetic ghost
of a chance attitude," dreaming, that
is to say, of his mother, Mary Hilary,
the actress who, unknown to him, had
long ago drowned her sorrows and her
illegitimate child and her bright unforgettablelaughter, in an American
pond.
In Yorkshire Helena Morden was

one of five children in a poor branch
bank ma/iager's home over which povertyhad brushed its cold and disillusioninghand. She was called a difficultchild and lived in "a strange isolationof soul," loving, chiefly the "windswept,sun-kissed moor.black and
gaunt in winter, green with the bilberryleaf and purple with heather
when summer had come." Her bookish
triumphs at school were nothing to
the branch manager and his wife, who
.hought of her only as matrimonial matrial: and at seventeen she went home
to take "her proper place In the house",
and wait her turn in the matrimonial
market, which, in that tiny Yorkshire
village, was particularly deficient in
opportunities.

Into this mental and emotional vacuumthere suddenly dropped Jerome
Courtney, a big, successful, likable man
of good family, the head of Courtney
Motors, Inc., who was building a great
house on the moors, and who, from
the first day he saw the difficult Helena,
began a whirlwind courtship.
They came back out of their calm

honeymoon days to find a young man

who had brbken his arm in an accidenton the steep hill outside Curled
up in the library of the new house.
Impulsively Helena went in to offer
their hospitality and found him in a
chair by the window, with his broken
arm hanging limply by his side.
And bo the triangle begins. SudStay

Home Wh
THK 8YHENS. By Dot Allan. Doubledayt Page & Co.
k i r I "M IAT night the demon of conIfllct awoke once more in

Gorltholus, torturing his
brain with many headed doubts, flayingit with n dozen impish suggestions.
To go back and take up the old life
after having led a nomad's existence,
after having lived as he had lived.
Lord, it was unthinkable! He recalledthe voyage back from Frisco,

n«lr1o (hot UmA V.lr.

when first he hud taken his 'trick' at
the wheel. These hours were unforgetable.The mere memory of
them thrilled him still. He recalled
the wild nights neur Cape Horn, when,
with the roar of the wind and the sea
in their ears and the monster green
walls rising about them, they had
fought their passage onwurd inch by
inch. . . . With a fervor palaeolithicin its pristine intensity. Goritholushad thrown himself into the fray,
adventuring aloft when older hands
advised caution, straining every nerve
and every sinew in the ship's service.
In those hours he had lived as he had
never lived hefore.fully, selflessly.
And remembering something of the
Joy those hourH had brought him he
realized his soul was ripe for strife.
The prospect of a settled life spelled
satiety, a kind nf premature senility.
Ruthlll street from 9 till 5.while
down at the docks grent ships were

preparing to put out to sea. Cong
nights in the flat with the shutters
haired lest the echo of the syrens
calling should shatter his self-control..."
Poor Gorltholus! Can't you Just

see him, the child of a refined, quiet
little woman and a buccaneer, with
no escape from the syren's call, for It

dmz:
BERT7

His Offid
and half a score other favori
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denly, for Helena, "all ordinary llf
seemed suspended.caught up ai If to;
a charm. The note of high romance
had come to her at last; had left her i
little breathless, on tiptoe of expoct
ancy. It transmuted now everythlni
she looked on, everything shethought
every emotion that swayed her. Ldk
a sycamore in the wind her splrl
bent before it. . . , Something dee]
stirred within her at the recollectioi
of a pale tense.face in the murky twi
licht. at thn mnmnrv nf a mtialpol vnlr1.

trailing softly across the dusk to hei
. . . She lived, for those few dayt
a charmed life, in which nothing meal
or paltry could touch her. Romanc

MM '

fft I'!
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Beatrice Kean Seymour on th«
Cornwall Rocks

had drawn a magic circle about he
and within it she moved a free am

radiant being."
Helena's new tenderness am

sweetness were to Jerome things o

unmitigated delight. "They arguei
for him that the love he craved fron
her.the gift he wanted most of lifewouldone day shortly be his. He dii
not know.how should he?.that whei
her eyes rested upon him in that ten
der, fugitive way she was thlnltini
of an impudent moon trailing up
gray-black sky as she flung the gleam
lng banners of her smile across th<
heavy blue of the dusk . . . tha
once again there rose before her . .

a brief shrouded vision of the ultimate
destiny or -Things.
There is chiefly a vivid perceptioi

of life, which transmits itself to th
reader, opening his eyes to unaccus
tomed beauties and delicate, frail Joy*
frail because only occasionally ca*i on<
touch the mood which brings them.
The spirit of the Brontes, in whos

Yorkshire country much of the stor;
is laid, quite frankly pervades th
book, and the unexpressed comparisoi
between their abortive, -passional
lives and the calm young Diana of to
day is thie new writer's outstaudini
accomplishment. ALICE BEAL.

en the Sea Galls
was the call of the blood to go a-voy
aging?
Can't you see him working up fror

an errand boy to the owner of th
store? Old MacTower's daughter, hi
assistant, his manager, his represen
tative while he tramned over the »loh
in search of his father in Frisco? An
Maggie loved him. loved his business
Hut to Gorltholua she was onCy a de
pendable woman until
And the Reverend Robert! He Is e

human! Too, he feels the call of th
wanderlust.but being the Reveren
Robert ho needs -must stay with hi
flock. And Goritholus's godmother, th
vaudeville actress? She is.^wellJustgreat.and as the years roll b
and she grows older and slowly re

llnquishes her place to the younge
theatrical element your heart ache
tor her.

Yes, and there Is Edith and Gay
But always there is Maggie!

If you love the sea, you will surel
enjoy the book. If you love Englls
life and the syrens have called to yo
when the buds begin to open in th
spring road the book! Anywaj
read it! VIVIAN RADCEIFFK.

GERTRUDE ATHERTON says of

BRASS
CHARLES G. NORRIS'S

new novel of marriage:.
"I do not think there is a doubt of
the enormous success of the book.
... It is so well-composed, so
direct. ... so indisputably true to
life."

ft.00 at any bookshop or from
E. P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th At., N. Y.

I RUCK
rote

al Fiancee
tes. Read her latest success

it Rover <*»>
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"Realism Plus Symbolism"
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\ A Novel bu
WILLIAM DUDLEY PELLEY

t, "Among: the several novels iwhlch
e have been praleed this fall must certtalnly be classed 'The Kog.' It la a

book that never drags, but throughout
Its BOO pages totally absorbs the reader's

11 attention.".The Baltimore Evening
Sun. .

e "The story has the same high quall\ties that won wide praise for 'The
i( Greater Glory'.a searching analysis of
H onaracier, a syiupai m-in- weigiung ui

human values, a Judicious mingling of
c humor and pathos.".The Boaton Heral4

SECOND PRINTING ALREADY
$2.00 wherever books are sold

LITTLE, BROWN & CO.
Publishers, Boston

NEWBOBBS-tfERBILL
FIttiONkrpopuUr»rriter3
ffiENETKnCHEOWteSIBR
Real Life
"Written by a maatar of story-tailingit offers tbe seeker after irtsen

(ID Just what he Is looking tor.".
New York Herald.

ClayPerky
RavingMv«rj

A tale with the tang of the North
ern border.a romaoee of lumber
jacks, Indians, habitants, dynamite
gunplay and Rondeau's Sue.

. Berton Braley
The Sheriff of SihrerBow

r "When you start it, warn the chil
j dren not to interrupt you. A thrill

log adventure and one you will b<
. sorry to finish.".New York Herald
a

- Irving Bacheller
-

AMan for theAges
J "Brings us into personal contact

with Abraham Lincoln. We walk side
by aide with him and tatt put in

, hts daily Ufa." .ator BwrerMg* In
New York Times.

> Camilla, Kenton
e Fortune atBandvfr Flat

The romanoe of a deserted mining
1 town la the Sierras, with a Bret
0 Harte atmosphere eterer, ssetttog
- delightful.
e Eric Levison
y Aahea of Evidence
c A murder mystery story, witn <u
1 ingenious plot and a new thrill
e Doctor Lester plays both deteetivf
' and lorer.
I

: HughPendexter
, Kinds oftheMissouri

"The graphic pictures of the life
' 'and dangers of the frontier fill thl?

tale with life and color.'*.New York
n Times.

'' NEWBOBBS'MERRILL
: rrrrrnw .. all IwikaAUerij I
; .

° TBOOKS BOUGHT]i Entire Libraries or Single Volsumei. Highest price* paid. Reperesentative will call. Cash paid
and books removed promptly.

> * WOMRATH A PECK, Inc.
Pesmeriy Henry Malkan, Inc.

r bO Broadway i'boor Broad SMdal
«

y
........._____

h Surely the Great Novel
" of the Year

j IFWinterComes
A. S.M. HUTCHINSON
(' times.".New York Times. <|
(( "A masterpiece of modern fio- \
'> tion.".Boston Transcript. / S
'» "An amazingly fine contrihu- /
(> tion to modern novel writing."
/ .Chicago Tribune. j
11 "Excellent fiction well writ- \

. <>. ten decidedly worth your <>
', time.".Chicago Daily News.

1 S "Quite outdoes anything that j>
(» has gone before.".Philadelphia
,» Ledger. (1
11 "A great piece of literary <[
11 eratfsmanship.'.Detroit News.
(i "Will lAevitably be widely jiJ. read.".New York Sun. (»

NINTH PRINTING
67TH THOUSAND

$2.00 wherever books are sold

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY
Publishers, Boston
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